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A Blow for Cuba
Libre.

Ilj W1I.I.I M I1MN.
It was a verv hot day even for

C'uln. Hver li. itic; thing moved list-lessl- v.

On a slight lull about a mile from
the fort a man and a outh were
lolling Iailv on the ground Ihe lad
was about eighteen vears of age, tall,
well-buil- t, .md unmistakably an Amer-- 1

an His companion, a native Cuban,
was at lciht thirl jears old, short,
but vvnli a frame denoting immense
Mrcngth

'I hey had been watchirg the fort
for an hour or more through a. pow- -
rrul field class, and following closely

ibr movi mrnts of the entries on the
will unrest them

Till' 'aid the lad at last, 'they're
onH x lot of bos"

The man smiled at him meaningly,
, 11I the lad blushed

I know." lie continued, hesitatingl-
y ' 'hat ou're thinking 1m just a
! too but,' proudij, "I'm an Amer-- i'

an
"5o ' answered Ihe man. softl;

".md lnd I a few "core such lads as
1011 in my command I'd strike a great
blow for Cuba today."

Ihe outh's father was a prisoner
111 the fort Kor lic vcars Mr. Hln-101- 1,

a native of Perm lvania, had re
ided witn his son Ben in Havana,

where lie carried on business as a
rencral merchant. Among Cubans
Mr. Hiiitou was well known as a sym-
pathizer in their cause. Immediatelj
on receipt of the news in Havana that

Sen. Antonio Macco had taken the
Held lie decided to lend his active aid
10 the Cuban insurgent leader. Mr.
Ilinlon had suggested that Ben go
back to relatives In America, but this
proposition the lad stoutly opposed, so
Ins father was at last compelled to
oiisent to Ben's accoinpaning him.
Accordingly one evening Mr. Hin-to- n.

Marto, and Ben left Havana se-in- tlj

By traveling at night, and
l.Mng eonccaled during the dav, they
i cached the outskirts of the province
of Puerto I'rincipe. Hore, at the little
village, thlrtv nitivrs joined them
Mirto was elected captain of the, band
Ibit 010 morning they were suddenly

i'i urn led bj an overwhelming fores
f soldiers With desperate
our . Captain Marto, Ben, and soma

iwrmv live men cut their way out of
the cordon of soldiers and sought
:afetv 111 night.

It wan not until the Spaniards gave
iii the chase that any one noticed
that Mr Ilinton was not with the
part. Toward evening a man who
joined the party brought comparative
happiness to Ben by the report that ho
had watched from the woods a party
of Spanish soldiers marching along
with an American prisoner in their
mid:.t. Tho description of the pris-
oner tallied so closely with that of
Mr. Ilinton as to leave no doubt of his
identity.

Two davs later they located the fort
which was the headquarters of the
poldlcra who had attacked them, and
It was this Ben and Capt. Marto were
now watching.

In front of the barracks, and about
twenty feet from It. was a small hut,
in which, Ben and Capt. Marto, by the
aid of tho Acid-glas- s, had learned, Mr.
Ilinton was confined.

Capt. Marto and Ben decided that
the attempted rescue must be made
that night.

In accordance with the plan decided
upon, after tho night was well ad-

vanced, Capt. Marto and Ben, w Ith
eight men, lay In tho shadows under
the eastern wall of the fort. They lis
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along on his return patrol, humming
a Spanish song. He did not notice the
prostrate form until he almost trod
upon it. It was then too late to give
warning, for Marto sprang up, and
vwtli all the strength of which he was
capable. Mruck the man full on the
mouth, mid followed this up immed-
iately by graspii.g him around the
waist and fairly throwing hun over
the wall. Here a dozen hands quickly
grasped the soldier, who was gagged
and bound before he could utter a cr.

Then one by one the Cubans w Ith
Ben scrnmbled up, and the whole ten
made a rush for the small hut Three
sleepy guards were cut down In a

the door of the building was
forced open, and Mr. Ilinton was led
out to his son.

"Dad! dear old Bad'" cried Ben
'Ben! my bo !" was the answer.
At this moment a shot was llrcd and

1 sentrj on the western wall fell. In-

stantly a tremendous hubbub arose
within the barracks, and the Spaniards j

began to pour out of the building.
But before they had time to load their
rifles the remaining Cubans, who had
got into the ground b way of the
western wall, joined Capt. Marto and
those with him, and the little band of
twenty-fiv- e flung themselves on the
Spaniards

While the fighting was going on Ben
suddenly found himself thrust against
something, winch proved to be the
flagpole, and, looking up, discovered
the Spanish flag waving overhead. He
hauled on the ropes, but they would
not work. Placing his clasp-knif- e be-

tween his teeth, he climbed the staff,
until he clasped the folds of the flag
with his left hand, then he was com-
pelled to sever the hazards with his
knife.

From his air perch Ben turned his
ejes in the direction of the struggle.

I He could barely distinguish the ou-
tlines of the surging mass of men But
high above the din of oaths and cries
in Spanish, the clash of baonet,
sword blade, and tbe favorite Cuban
weapon, the machete, arose the exult-
ing crv: 'Cuba libre: Cuba llbre"'

Suddenly, a single long shrill note
from a w histle pierced the air. It was
Msrto s prearranged signal, and it
came none too soon

At the signal, however, the Cubans
ictlrcd with surt rising ear-
ning with them the bodies of several
of their comrades who had fallen. As
thev parsed the staff Ben slipped down
among them, the flag bundled up un-
der his left arm. Tho gate had

been uptiud b two Cubans, who
Ind been assigned that dutj. The whole
band rushed through, three or four men
in mere bravado lingering to pull the
gate to after them.

A 1. they (led several Spaniards mounted
the embankment and sent a volley after
them, one bullet striking Ben's left arm.
A little cry of pain escaped him but
ho clinched his teeth, and grasping the i

nag Mill tisnter, hurried on '

No pursuit was made, and after plar inc- -
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Marto gasped the sentry and
two miles between themselves and theJ- -

fort, a halt was called Torches were
lit, and by their fitful glare it was
found that of the Cubans who had to
be carried away none was dead, al-

though in some cases the wounds were
serious. When Ben produced the flag,
all stained with lus own blood, the im-

pulsive Cubans showered such praise
upon him that the lnd felt almost
shamed.

When Maceo's camp was reached Mr.
Ilinton. Marto, and Ben wero at once
conducted Into his presence. Ho began
to compliment Marto, but the latter In-

terrupted respectfully.
"Sir. It was my gallant comrade here."

pointing to Ben. "who planned the af
fair and captured the Hag. To him the
honor Is due." to

ICbpjrijht, rr HirptT Brother?.)
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BILLY'S BEAR FIGHT
By HUBERT EARL.
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Broiled trout washed down with an
ire-co- ld drausht of spring water is not
the worst mppr in the world, and when
vou are out in the woods cozih perched
on a log uc-i- r a roaring camp-fir- e of
crackling birch, with a ravenous apix- -

titc. it tastes a good as a dinner served
at the linest hotel in New 1 ork. But
jour trout must be cooked b Bill to be
enjojed. for Bill owns no superior in

that line. Bill is a hunter, not for mar-

ket, but a sportsman through the for-

ests of Maine, or. as In terms It, his ter
ritory.

One fall he and I started up in the
Moosehcad region, and slnwlv
worked down over the trails, until one
evening wc found ourselves near the
heart of the Cupsiiptlc lllvcr, on the
UanSflejs
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trirew him over the wall

When we struck the river It was too

late to make for a large camp that ''some eleven miles below on the lake, so
wo put up a lean-t- and went Into quar-

ters for the night.
After supper we lighted our pipes, and

throning an ettra log or two on the fire,
wo lounged around, recalling different
adventures. It was but a short time be-

fore Bill got oft on to some of his own
experiences, and It was then that I re-

lapsed into silence, and puffed my pipe
with that peaceful enjoyment that comes

a lover of nature and sport. I lay
admiring his magnificent physique, my

the txrs ftrepnj Around Bill's neck, j

admiration doubled by the knowledge
of the wonderful strength that lay In
hn powerful muscles

"Well. I " Bill at last, with a
awn. I lather think we'd better turn

in now. np vourstlf good or ou'll
i1"" tiff I" 'he inornln". '

I do not I now what tunc it was, but
it to ine 1 lnd no more than
losdI m ee when I was suddenly

awakened bv the sounds of a fierce
struggle, witb a great amount of low
choking, growling, and subdued niutter-tn- g

I sprang up. forgetting my blank- -
ft- - w'',rn tripped me. and ncarlv pitched

iiimii'uj; niio iiit: nit-- .

hen I hnallv reailicd my feet and
saw tbt cause of the row, I was more
than amazid Thorn was Hill hugging
and being hugged for deir life by a good- -

sized bear It was nip and tuck, and
seizing mv rifle I danced around trying
to get a shot nt the bear. Bill caught
sUht of me, and cried out in jerks:

"Bovs I'll never forgive ou If ou
kl'I him. Its the hrst "hnnce I've had
to Mrancle i beir, and, bv gum, I'm

n' to strangle this one''
The Ik-i- t's claws bad already plaveel

hioc with his elothlng, and his legs
wero bledin in mote than one place
Back and forth the struggled, one of
the bears fore-paw-s around Bills neck
and the other around uis waist. Bill
had the beal b the throat with one
hand, and with tin othei held his head
,iva to stop him fioin lining.

fcuddenly thev tripled on th" edge of
the slope that led in a gentle descent
to the stream below. I jumped forward
this tim, determined to put an end to
it. but before I could reach them, down
they went, lolling over and over tho
sloping ground, lighting awa like mad.
until, with a crash they struck tho thin
lee on the Mrcam and plunged vout of
sislit. . v

It was a bright moonlight night, and
the hole the made in tho iio looked
blsek and uglj. I jumped down the
bank, and seeing the roots of an old
treo running out near Ihe spot, I made
for it. I rrawled out on the roots and
yelled to Bill to let me settle it.

"If yr tetch him, bov, I'll never for-
give yer. 1 in not done vet bv a long
shot, and I'll down tho cntter If it takes
all night."

I watched the fun, altogether too seri
ous for fun. I thought. Their struggles
were fearful, and I screamed, and woulel
certainlv have tired nt the besr had It not
been for the fear of hitting Bill.

By this time they had worked over to
the roots, and then I realized what Bill
was t'P to. He got one arm around them
to brace himself, and with the other
clutching the bear's throat, he slowlv
and by main force pushed those fearful
red gaping jaws awav from him. Slowly
and with almost superhuman strength he
pushed the head further nvvay until
bnajl he forced it under water.

I could see the claws of the nnlmal'H
forepaw dig into Bill's shoulder. I could
see Ills violent struggles as ho strove to
get his head above water, but BUI held
him under.

The fight grew weaker and weaker,
and then all was still except the quick
panting of Bill. At last with a deep sigh
his chest relaxed, his hand gave up his
prey, and a few bubbles showed where
the bear sank. Slowly Bill made his way
tc where I was standing, and putting out
his hand, said:

"Thank e, boy: ou had nerve to obey
me. and tliat makes a good hunter."

He was pretty nigh exhausted and
badly clawed. While I helped him to
pntch up his wounds temporarily I
learned that the bear had sneaked Into
camp during the night and stumbled over
Bill, who gr bbed hlra. The next morn-
ing we Ashed him out of the water, and
found htm a large specimen and a foe
well worth letting: alone.

(CopjTijht. mz, br Hirprr Brother.)

It was the end of September that we

left home for tho summer holiday In

the oldest part of Canada. The others
went by train all the wa, but I de-

cided to ride back part of the way on
my bicycle. And ever thing was tine
on tho flrst day, until towards even-

ing, when I was still quite a distance
from the village I intended to stop at

I over night, a storm began to come
i above the horizon, black clouds hid
'the sun, and the first thing I knew I
made the wrong turn .and to make my

troubles worse It began to rain.
Well, sometime after that I came to

ia branch road, with a sign post, and
as I didn't mean to get lost again, if
I could help it. I shinned up the post

'with my blccle lamp in hand and
made out that if I took the branch
road I'd come to a wajslde Inn In a

'couple of miles or so. It wasn't much
of a road and the going was pretty
rough first across a wild open stretch
and then through a grove of firs,
where It was as black as your hat.
and the wind moaned fearfully through

I the branches overhead.
I AVhen I got out into the open again
I I came to an old church, with a big
'square tower, black and lonely enough
to give ou the creeps, not to mention
the tombstones standing all round it.
and nothing else in sight but that road,
going on as it there wasn't any end to
it-- To cap it all. as a kind of latt
straw, the rain began to come down
in buckctfuls. I dragged the bicycle
up against the hedge fence and made
for the church porch at top speed.

I cleared out again. Just as I was
crossing the church ard, I thought I saw
a kind 6f light in one of the windows:
but It went as quick as it came, and I'd
made up my mind it was all In my cje,
so to speak, when, sure enough, there It

I was again. Well, It seemed rather funny.
though I reckoned it might be the sex-

ton doing something or other. At all
events I went back and got a stone and
took a good look through the window,
to make sure: but he queer thing was,
I couldn't sec an thing: it looked as
dark and quiet as an empty grave.

I'd Just about concluded It was fancy
after al', and was going to get down,
when I saw the light again, and no mis-

take about it this time. It was like the
flame of a match, but that was ail I
could make out through the colored
glass, at first I.uckilv. 1 hit on a small
hole, w here It was broken a little, and
when I put m ee close I could sec In
eally.

There was a man a tramp-lookin- g fe-

llowover on the other side of the church.
I could Just make out he was forcing
open an alms-bo- x with a short Iron bar.
Once or twice he stopped to light an
other match and take a look around, and
the chance of his spotting my head
through the window fairly made my skin
tingle. But somehow I couldn't move

sort of fascinated, I suppose. Luckily
he didn't see me, though.

Well, I'm a pretty big bo for my age.
! and just then I was feillng about as fit

as possible, thanks to tho holiday: fo
I took another look at him to weigh up
mj chances H was a little taller than
me, I thought, and had a wiry look about
him. and might lc a mean one to tackle,
but he wasn't likely to be in any extra
special foim. and anvwav. whether he
was or not. I'd set ni teeth by that
time and got my back up.

The light was out again, and this time
he didn't teem In a hurry to get another,
so I guessed he was bus filling his
Pocket;, and would soon be making for
the door. So I slipped round to the
porch again, squeezed Into the darkest
corner, got mv fists readv foi action,
took one or two good long breaths, and
waited to so what would happen. If it
hadn t been for the leaves the wind had
blown in there, he'd have been pretty
sure to hear nie. no doubt.

It seemed an awful long time that I
stood there, squeezed up, though I dare-
say It wasn't more than a few minutes,
really; but, at last, I heard the handle
of tho door turn In a sneaking sort of
way, and then, out he came. I felt sure
he would rec me; my heart was going
like p oung sledgehammer. But he
didn't: so when he turned to close the

door, out I sprang llko lightning and
landed him ono for all I was worth. I
reckoned it would have stunned him.
and wh on earth it didn't I don't know,
but be on! gave a tort of gasp, then
turned like an eel, and the next minute
there we were', choking and panting and
staggering about In tho dark, lilc a
couple of wihl Indians.

Wo were pretty tvcnl matched, I sup-
pose, because for a time neither got
much the best of it; but after a minute
or two more I began to feel I couldn't
hold out much longer. My muscles felt
like cracking, and he'd got a hold like
any boa constrictor it simpl took all the
wind out of me and I expected to hear
mv ribs go ever-"inut- I knew the
next second or two would linisli it one
way or the other, so I put all the
strength I had left Into one effort. It
bent him back like a bow. Hither It was
too much for him, or he slipped on the
wet ground or something; at any rate,
over ho went, and caught his head as
he fell on the edge t tho stona b"nch

jagalnrt thr wail. It sounded llko the
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lick of a good swipo at a golf ball, and
I guess that's what finished him.

Ho lay there like a log after that, and
as for me, I collapsed, dead-bea- t, on the
opposite bench: and It took me a minute
or two to get my breatii back. Then I
struck a match and had a look at him.
and an ugly looking customer he was,
with his face a sort of pale purple and
has hair soaked with tho blood running
from the cut on his head

I was thinking msolf lucky to get
off so easily, but when I went to stand
up I found something was wrong with
my left ankle. In tho struggle or fall
I must have twisted or sprained it
pretty badlj Ever minute it got worse,
till I felt like cllmg with pain. It be-

gin fo look rather like getting out of
the frlng pan Into the tire. If my
friend comes to. I thought. I sha'n't
stand much ehanco in another round.
I struck a light again, and took ei

look at him. He seemed as lnd
as ever, but was breathing casilv. and
might come to any moment. Something
had to be done. I wasn't going to let
mv victory slip through mv fingrs if
I knew it. I began to think of giving
him another doo ni soon as he showed
signs of getting over the first, but It'.i
mean to hit a, fellow when he's down.
The only other thing I eould think of
was to take a chanc at making Mimo
one hear, so I crawled outside the porch
anel shouted mv loudest. Onee I thought
I got an answer, but. when I listened
agaiin. it was only an owl hooting from
the fir grove.

All as onco a happy thought struck
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me, and I didn't lose much tlmn act-
ing on it. Half hoppintr. half crawling.
I got into the church. lit a match, ami
looked about for the bell rop. There
It was in the tower, fastened In a great
loose loop against the wall. There wart
an old carved chest In the corner. I
dragged It out. got upon it, whipped out
mi knife, reached up, and cut off as
much rf the rope as I could manage;
but it took some time to saw It through,
and the jerkiing and pulling it got set
the bell up above going in a quiet wav.

That put another notion into my head.
I gave the stump of tho rope a hard
pull. The whole place echoed with tin
noi-- e I started It must have sounded
qu cr to any one who heard It. You
Me. one I'd "Ct the bell going, tho
end of the rope kept going up out of
reach, and it was only now and again
I managed to get hold of it. and then,
It nearly lifted iu on m feet.

After pulling at that rope for a mln-ut- u

or two, I crawled back into tho
porch with the piece I'd cut off. Tho
fellow was Ijlng there as quiet as ever,
but his eellds give i kind of twitch now
and then. o I jildn't wait a moment
till I'd got the rope well around him.
and his arms and legs as tight as a.
drum. Then I breathed a little freer,
and crept back for another pull at tho
bU. This Journev I spotted some can-
dles on a shelf In the tower and soon

Janded Hint one

had one lighted Then up I got and
set the echoes going again.

i I'd not, been at it long when I heard
'a lot of tramping and talking outside,
and when I looked around I saw a con-
stable glaring In round the door and a
cluster of men with lanterns and pitch-
forks behind him.

V word or two was enough to make
them see how things were. Out In
the porch there wen more men stand-
ing round the man on the ground. Ho
had come to b that time, and glow-
ered round on us In a sulky, baffled sort
of way. As I couldn't walk, a man was
sent for a wagon, and when It came wo
were both lifted into It. some one bring-
ing my bicvclo on behind. We made
quite a triumphant procession and thn
village was near after all, but just out
of sight behind some rising land. Some-bod- v

must havo spread tho news: they
all seemed to lie waiting for us and giv
me a rou-ln- g rcci ption. hen tho eon-stab- le

had taker down all tint particulars
housed for the nUht. I wasn't sorr to
imd I h id scn mv prisoner sifely
get to the Inn and hive mv ankle bathed
and bandaged and havo sonii supper.
It v,a8 a day or two, though, before the
doctor had me ready to start for home--by

train this time.
Well. It got Into all tho papers, and

the gavo fine accounts of on.
Thcj had the check to call me a plucky
boy
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Caught in a Storm.
Old Mr Bugg and Mr. Roach
"Wero walking home they'smlssed tha

coach.
A shower caught them on the way.
l'ou see. It was an April day.

So, Just as soon as It began
They .started In, you see. and ran.
They ran quite hard they did, you

bet
Because they didn't like the wet. ,
The rain soon turned to hall, you see.
Which pelted them violently.
They couldn't And a bit of shelter.
So kept on running- helter-skelte- r.

When they had almost reached the
town

Those massive hailstones knocked ,

them down.
Those stones wero quite as large, 'tis

said.
As either buglet's handsome head.

4 When Bugg and Roach reached home.
sweet home.

They vowed they never more woulel
roam

From Buggtown. never more would
stray

So far not on an April day!
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